CHAPTER XIII
I THOUGHT as I saw Mm striding rapidly along the bee-loud grove of
Lamer Park how well he fitted into the rural scene. He liked to think of
himself as a walking tree he told me, and it was not a bad description.
He was rushing from an extended tea with his other neighbour, Mr.
Che^rry^Garrard, where he drank milk, ate nothing and talked, and I was
also in A hurry to get home and have a hot bath. I had been firewatching
in London and wanted to get clean again and to find a little sleep, if
possible. I had just heard that a young friend, so-called gay and irrespon-
sible, had been shot down in a raid on Berlin. This death suddenly made
me afraid of my own company, humankind cannot bear too much
reality. I was not ready to think about death.
G.B.S. said: "They taught me to fox-trot at Lamer: Cherry played
the dance music and at the other end, not altogether out of it, stood Christ
pointing to the hole in his hand."
If he had told me that Epstein's Christ that stood there, had stepped
out of His bronze shell and joined in the dance, it would not have surprised
me; nothing surprised me. I had seen so much suffering and bravery,
quiet, unremarked and anonymous, that the very generality of these things
tended to make me indifferent. I used to think that the aim of life was
heightened sensitivity, but I could now see that you can reach a point of
dispersal and at that point, to be left with your own company is a
dangerous thing. Bernard Shaw could be extremely insensitive to another's
mood. He continued:
"Cherry-Garrard came back with a beard as white as mine, when, as a
young man, he went out with Captain Scott to the South Pole. And all
to get a penguin's egg."
"And now by plane you can get there in no time."
"And if he had asked you, would you have advised him not to
go?" G.B.S. asked.
"It's very easy to be wise after the fact. Doesn't he say in The Worst
Journey in the World that he doesn't want to see it done again and feels
disposed to make it a crime to ship men for the ice in vessels more fit to
ply between London and Southend? I suppose there is something
satisfying in having one's moral and physical powers tested to the full?"
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